Objective 2: UNCOVER EVIDENCE THAT THE COLLECTIVE IS FRAMING THE BROTHERHOOD

The Collective staged the attack on Lyra in an attempt to frame the Brotherhood and scuttle negotiations with the Severian Principate. Prove that this was a set-up by capturing or recovering evidence that the Collective is responsible for the attack on Lyra. Where this occurs and how is up to the writer. Writing for this prompt makes an alliance between the Brotherhood and the Principate MORElikely. It also makes an alliance between the Principate and the Collective LESSlikely.

ISD-II Perdition
Hyperspace
“We can not just sit here while that ‘frackin’ lunatic Oligard, gets away with it!”

“We have to do something! Destroy them! They’ve been a problem for too long!”

“Has anyone heard from Simonetti recently?”

A stillness spilled throughout the chamber. The argument between the clan leaders and the Sons and Daughters of Sadow ceased at that last comment.

Bentre looked up. His hands were still steepled before him as he had been listening and contemplating their next move.

“Well? Has anyone?”  He looked around.

Several them shook their heads and mumbled a bit. Then the mumblings of the clan leaders started to rise again sending a cacophony ringing through the chamber.
Bentre Stahoes stood abruptly, “Enough!” His voice reverberated as he slammed his hand down on the table before him.  Silence filled the room.

“We aren’t going to get anywhere with all this caterwauling…”

Three Keibatsu stood at the back of the room, silent, motionless. Ashia, Skikyo and Manji.

‘You thinking what I’m thinking’ Shikyo’s inner voice caressed the other two’s thoughts.
‘The if they killed Simonetti, we riot?’ Yeah, I’m thinking it.’ Manji’s thoughts broke in.  Shikyo let out a slight chuckle at that.

‘No, that we need to get eyes on the place. Find out more about what is going on, find Simonetti and extract him.’ Shikyo glanced sideways at the other two.

‘I’ll go in with Sully and the Dragon. Make it look like a supply delivery. See what I can find out.’ Ashia’s inner voice broke in.
“You know something.”  It was a statement not a question.  Locke Sonjie stood before them, but his eyes narrowed in Ashia’s direction.
The Son of Sadow had recently taken up the mantle of Battle Team Leader again in House Shar Dakan.  It was evident he was tired of this ‘dance’ with the Collective and any excuse to go in guns ablaze and he was all in.
“No.” Ashia said curtly as she looked up and met his eyes.  “Do you?”

Manji and Shikyo stepped aside, leaving the two former Consuls to face off.

Sonjie frown for a moment then took a deep breath.  He moved to stand next to the Proconsul and slumped slightly against the wall next to her.

“I don’t, but I know some people that might get us in. I’m going to go out on a limb here and say, you’ve got a plan.”

-----------------------------------

YT-1300 Emerald Dragon

Lyra-3K-a System

“Whoa!”  Sully let out a breath as they dropped out of hyperspace and saw the wreckage before them. “That’s bad.” Debris floated about aimlessly.

Suddenly a large ship emerged into view.  Their com system crackled to life.

“Identify yourself and your purpose here!”  The voice sounded urgent.

Ashia quickly hit her com button. “This is the Emerald Dragon. We are delivering parts and supplies to Thuvis Shipyards.” 

“Please transmit your clearance code, Emerald Dragon.”

Ashia punched it in and waited with baited breath.  

“And if that code doesn’t work?”  Sully looked nervous.

“Then we get the frell out of here…fast.”  Ashia shrugged. She really hopped Locke’s intel was correct.
There was a long pause.  She looked over at Sully who looked more on edge with every second that passed.

“I’ve got a bad...” Sully started to say but was cut off when the com crackled back to life.

“Emerald Dragon, you are being rerouted to the Ninox for security reasons. Please proceed to docking bay 7.”

“What were you saying?”  Ashia punched in a few buttons. 
-------------------------------------

Ninox – Principate Diplomatic Ship

Docking Bay 7

The gangplank lowered with an audible hiss.  The zabrak strode down it to the waiting official.
“Identification please and shipping manifest.”  The man in front of her was short, fat and balding with a dark ring of hair around the back of his head.  Sweat stood out on his brow and he looked as if he’d been working for quite some time with out a break.
“What the frell happened here?” She asked. She handed over her ident chip and her shipping manifest.

The man took them and slid the ident chip it into a datapad he was holding.  “We were attacked.”  Was all he’d say.

He scanned the info on his datapad then looked up at her.  “Axi Zorax, Iridonian Freight and Shipping.”  He handed her ident chip back.

“Attacked? By who?” She took the chips back.
That was when the man really looked at her. His eyes widened slightly and she could sense his pulse speed up just a tad.

“We’ll start unloading the cargo in a few. You are welcome to refreshments in our lounge over there.”  He motioned with his hand, then moved off quickly.

Sully came down the plank.  “What’s up, boss?”  He started calling her boss because he had a hard time remembering when she was Ashia and when she was Axi.

“Let’s go get something to drink in the lounge.”  She watched the fat man roll off.

------------------------------

Sully busied himself immediately. The Lasat was almost giddy with what was available. “They have Corellian brandy!”

“We’re aren’t here to drink brandy, we’re here to find out what’s going on.”   The Keibatsu pulled him away and slipped out a back door into a corridor.

“Hey! I thought that door was locked.” Sully protested as he tried to stuff a muffin into his mouth. He really wanted some of that brandy too.

“It was, now c’mon!”  She proceeded cautiously down the hallway.
Suddenly they heard the distinct clank, clank of a droid coming from the opposite direction.  Ashia quickly forced the lock on a near by door and they slipped into the room, closing the door behind them.
The room was an office of sorts.  Ashia moved to the console and began poking around. It wasn’t long before she found out where the meeting was being held.

She heard voices and her instincts tingled. “Quick!  She shoved Sully into a closet and closed the door.

From inside the closet she heard the door open and two men entered. There was some murmured talk and then the door closed.
“A distress call was sent out some how. The Brotherhood will be sending in ships.”

A voice could be heard but Ashia couldn’t identify it.

“What do you think they’ll do?”  said the other voice in the room.

“If they feel threatened they will attack. Then our job is done. The Principate will most definitely be on our side.”

“And if they don’t?”

“Then we hope our efforts in this ruse aren’t for nothing.”


There as an audible hiss as the doors opened and the two men left the room.  Ashia waited a few moments before emerging from the closet with Sully.

“Did he just say what I think he said?” The big Lasat stretched from being cramped inside the small closet.

The zabrak nodded, “We have to get back to the ship and get out of here.” The Proconsul started to move towards the door when she spotted something under the desk.  She reached down to retrieve it. 

Sully moved next to her, his large frame looming over hers. “Looks like a data chip of sorts. I wonder what’s on it. 

Ashia pulled out her datapad and slipped it in.  She glanced at the information for a moment and then her eyes lit up.

“Well? What is it?”  Sully scratched his head and folded his arm.

“Proof. C’mon! Let’s get back to the ship and get out of here.”
